

The Trdgedic of Ricbtrd Z>. cf 

Pd.Lo heere a period oftumulroous broiles. 

Away with 'Oxford, to Hames Caflie ifraighc. 

For Sumnjcrfct 3 o{{ with his guilcie head: 

Away,I will not heare them fpeake. 

Ox. For my part lie not trouble thee with worded 

£ xit Oxford. 

SomJSot i,but itoope with patienceto my death. 

£ xit Sommtrfet 

Ed Now c award jjvhat fatisfaflion canff thou make. 

For flirring vy my ! ubic&s to re bel lion? 

Tr/we.Speake like a iubic<S}, proud ambitious Yorkg, 
Suppofe that 1 am now my fathers mouth, 

Re'figne thy chairc: and where i ftand^nede thou. 

While!} 1 propole the ielfefame woords to thee. 

Which traauour thou wouldfthaue me anfvvare to. 
that thy father had bin fo relolu’d. 

Glo. 1 hat you might (fill -haue kept your petticoatc, 

And ncre haue i}olnc the breech from Ldmafier. 

Prince . Let zs£fep fable in a winters night. 

His currifh Riddies fortes uot with this place. 

(J/rf.By heauen, brat lie plague you for that word, 
thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Cjlo. For Gods lake take away this captiue (cold* 

F/wrc.Nay take a way this fcolding Crooktbacke rather. 

iT^Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue, 
neutered Lad,thou art to malapert. 

Prince . 1 know my dutie 3 you arc all vndutifull, 

Lalciuious £d\vard,znd thou periur’d (jeorge , 

And thou miihapen Dicl^ ,1 tell you all, 

I am your betier,traitours as you be. 

£d. Take that, the Jightnes of this rayler heere. 

Quce.Oh kill me too. 

Cjlo. Marne and fhail. (die. 

Si Hold Richard, hold, for we haue done to much alrea 

Glo. Why fhould fhe liue to fill the worlde with words. 

Si, What doth fhe fwound/makc mcancs for her rccoue* 

Glc.fctarence^xcuie me to the King my brother, (rie. 
1 muii to London, on a ferious matter. 

Ere 


\\ 


Tori*?, dni TJenrie the fix?* 

^youcometh«e,youfiiallheMejiiorenev»cs. 

Cfc About What, ptethee tell me 

g/o.Thc Tower man, the Tower, Ue roote ^ ^ 

Queen*. Ah NedSp'&c to thy Mother boy. 

Ah thou canft not fpeake, 

Traitours,Tyrants,b!ouddic Homicide*. , 

They that llabd Ca'ar (lied no bloud at all. 

For he was a man, this in reipcft a child's 

And men nere fpend their fune on a childc, 

Whats worfe then tirant, that 1 may name? 

You hade no children Deuells , if you had. 

The thought of them, would then haue llopt your ra 0 e. 

But ifyou euer hope to haue a lonne , 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut ott. 

As traitours you haue done tins fweet young Prince. 

Ed. Away } andbeare her hence, L—phere 

0«er.Nav,nere beare me hence, difpatchmc here, 

He«e ihcath thy fword.Ile pardon thee my death. 

Wilt thou not/ 

Then C Lire nee, do thou do it, 

Cla.By heauen I would not do thee fomuch eale. 

Quee Good Clarence do.f.vcct Clarence kill me too. . 
A«.Didft not thou heare me fweare 1 would not do it. 
5«cc.I,but thou vfelt to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twasfinnebeforc.but now tischaritie. 

Wheres the Diuclls butcherfhard fauourd l Recnard 9 

‘Richard where art thou? b 

He is not heere, Murder is his almcs deed, 

Petitioners forbloud,he nere put backe. 

ELK way I faie,and take her hence per force. 

£>ucrSo come to you and yours,as to this prince^ ^ 

Eiw.CUrence,w\\\thexsGloster gone? 

ClaMmic my Lord to London, as I geUe, 

X o make a bloudie fu pper in the T ower. 

Si. He is fuddainc,ifa thing come in his head. 
Well,difcharge the common Sou ldiers with pay, 
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